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Leaves not the body but abideth there.
And then if I, whom other aid forsook,
Would aid myself, and innocent of art

Would fain have sight of thee as a last hope,
No sooner do I lift mine eyes to look

Than the blood seems as shaken from my heart,
And all my pulses beat at once and stop.

This sonnet is divided into four parts, four things being
therein narrated ; and as these are set forth above, I only
proceed to distinguish the parts by their beginnings.
Wherefore I say that the second part begins, ' Love smite tk
me ;' the third, l And then if I ; ' the fourth, ' No sooner
do I lift:

After I had written these three last sonnets, wherein
I spake unto my lady, telling her almost the whole
of my condition, it seemed to me that I should be
silent, having said enough concerning myself. But
albeit I spake not to her again, yet it behoved me
afterward to write of another matter, more noble than
the foregoing. And for that the occasion of what I then
wrote may be found pleasant in the hearing, I will relate
it as briefly as I may.

Through the sore change in mine aspect, the secret
of my heart was now understood of many. Which thing
being thus, there came a day when certain ladies to
whom it was well known (they having been with me
at divers times in rny trouble) were met together for
the pleasure of gentle company. And as I was going
that way by chance (but I think rather by the will of
fortune), I heard one of them call unto me, and she that
called was a lady of very sweet speech. And when I had
come close up with them, and perceived that they had
not among them mine excellent lady, I was reassured ;
and saluted them, asking of their pleasure. The ladies
were many; divers of whom were laughing one to
another, while clivers gazed at me as though I should
speak anon. But when I still spake not, one of them, who
before had been talking with another, addressed me by
my name, saying, c To what end lovest thou this lady,